THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

and had beaten his enemy, not fairly, hand to hand, as
a Varang should, but craftily, without sword-play. So
no one ever called him David.

The day after Casia came back with a present from
Princess Theophano for her godson, a cross to wear
round his neck. He was pleased at first, and then he
said, trying it with his thumb: 'But it is not gold!'

Casia laughed till he had to kiss her quiet. 'It
comes from Constantinople,' she said, with her face
in his tickly beard, 'and it was blessed by the Patri-
arch himself! What does it matter if it's brass or gold,
you lovely great heathen!'

'Brass cross, brass kiss,' said Sveneld.

'I've another message for you,' said Casia, 'not
from her,' and she looked up, trying to see his eyes.
'The one whose name you don't like says she'll be
drawing water this evening, and she'll wait after the
others are gone.'

'Where?'

'Oh, you know!' said Casia, 'all you Varangs know
where the girls go to draw water!'

So that evening Sveneld went down to the river and
waited behind a boat-shed. The slave-girls came down
with their jars and waded out thigh-deep to fill them
in the current beyond the muddy edge of the river.
Most of the Russians were knock-kneed^ but Anna
Maria had straight, long legs. She was not used to the
cold mud and tucked up her skirts distastefully; it was
only since the Princess had been so angry that they
had sent her off to this. She sat down on the bank
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